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[FOR THE VISITER.] 


Grasmere---A Tale, 


{CONTINUED FROM PAGE 20.) 

We left Danville slowly returning home, reflecting upon the 
adventure he had met with, his imagination dwelt with particu- 
lar fondness upon the image of Adelia, and when he reflected 
upon the tear of sensibility he had, drawn from her, his heart 
throbed with a sensation he had never felt before. Oh! exclaim- 
ed he, if she has but a mind equal to the loveliness of her per- 
sen; a monarch might be proud to possess so rich a jewel, and 
wear it as the brightest ornament of his diadem. A thousand 
hopes protruded upon his mind ; can such a flower, thought he, 
have bloomed without attracting by its fragrance some happy 
favored youth, perhaps even now, while I dwell with rapture 
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upon her beauty, she may be plighted to some other swain ; the 
bare suspicion gave him the most poignant distress.—But it can- 
not be possible, that this lovely, this accomplished fair one, can 
love one less worihy than herself, and among those mountains 
where none but the simplest of nature’s sons reside, She can- 
not have met any one to engage her affections. He flattered 
himself with this reflection, and his whole soul glowed with 
rapture—he congratulated himself upon the happy accident that 
introduced him to her. Oh, said he, did but the gay daughters 
of fashion and dissipation know how much more lovely the in- 
nocent Adelia is, adorned with all the elégant simplicity of na- 
ture, they would cast away the foreign aid of art, and shine ir 
resistable in all the noble majesty of simple elegance. 

When he retired to rest, the occurrences of the evening still 
haunted him, and drove sleep from his pillow, he, however, de- 
termined that the following day should bring him to the resi- 
dence of Mr. Eamontdale, here we will leave him, and return 
to Adelia and her Father. They proceeded some distance down 
the lake, in the most profound silence, both their minds being 
occupied with Danville, Mr. Eamontdale was all conjecture, 
what could have caused Danville to retire from the world at an 
age when youth was most liable to love its gaiety and attraction, 
and seclude himself in the vale of Grasmere. Adelia dwelt 
on the feelmg and tenderness expressed by the tones of his flute, 
his noble person and bewitching address and manners, so ditler- 
ent and superior to any thing she had seen in the valley, happy, 
thought she with a sigh, are they whom Danville loves. 

As soon as they reached home, Adelia retired to rest, com- 
plaining of fatigue and a slight Head-Ache, but she could not 
sleep, and anxiously wished for the morning, when she should 
again see Danville, as he promised to visit them at an early 
hour. 

Mr. Eamontdale walked to the Vicarage, which was only se- 
perated from his own grounds by a small shrubbery, to inform 
them respecting their new neighbor, and said, as Mr. Danville 
was to visit him tn the morning, he would bring him to the Vi- 
carage, and introduce him to them, he spoke of him in the most 


flattering terms, and they were all pleased with the prospect of 


this agreeable addition to their society. 

Sophy, the Vicars daughter, declared she was delighted that 
there was a prospect of havi ing one Beuu in the valiey, and pro- 
tested that if her father and Mr. Eamontdale endeavored to pre- 
vent her and Adelia from enjoying his suciety, by engaging him 
in their dry and learned dissertations respecting the old Greeks 
and Romans, which they were continually engaged in, she would 
be very apt to rebel outright. They told her he should have 
fuil liberty to pursue the bent of his own inclination upon those 
points, and if the ladies made a convert of him to their side, they 
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should enjoy the acquisition without molestation ; she replied, 
that she was greatly obliged tothem, and the more so,when they so 
easily gave up their favorite prejudices, which they were so 
anxious upon all occasions to advance and support, and now as 
they had discovered so much liberality, which was a great deal 
more than she had heretofore given them credit for, she began 
to entertain some little hopes of making converis of them. 

Mr. Eamontdale shortly after returned home, where we shall 
leave him and return to Danville.—After a restless night he rose 
with the first beams of Sol, all nature wore a cheerful aspect, 
the air resounded with the melifluous music of the feathered 
tribe, and every breeze came loaded with the most grateful frag- 
rance. Danville, after enduring such great mental anxiety, felt 
its mild and cheering influence, it soothed his mind into a set- 
tv'ed calm, and for a short time he forgot Adelia, while he pour- 
ed out the tribute of a grateful heart to the great and omnipo- 
tent giver of all good. His soul expanded as he contemplated 
the various blessings that Providence had scattered round him, 
with the most unsparing liberality. Ye sons of riot and dissip- 
ation, he mentally exclaimed, how many precious moments do 
ye squander in the grossest sinks of sensuality, moments, 
which, if but devoted to the contemplation and study of the 
grand and sublime works of the creation, would not only pre- 
vent the mind from falling into debasement and error, but would 
open and expand the heart, and nurture all the finer feelings of 
the soul. 

Danville, at an hour as early as delicacy would permit, has- 
tened to the residence of Mr. Eamontdale, the house was not 
distinguished by grandeur or magnificence. It was a neat white 
mansion, more adapted for the comfort and convenience of its 
inmates, than for casting the shade of difference betwixt them 
and their neighbors, it was situated at the extremity of an exten- 
sive lawn, shaded by venerable old Sycamores, in front lay the 
lake, and scattered in diilerent directions, were clumps of trees 
without any apparent order or regularity. 


[TO BE CONTINUED. | 
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Isabella, Queen of Spain. 


While the trump of fame is proclaiming over the earth the 
name and the merits of Christopher Columbus, justice demands 
that the memory of Isabella should be honored with a share in 
the laurels which he won. Whatever of wealth, science, and 


_ Of civil and religious liberty, has accrued to mankind from the 


discovery of America; whatever previleges the inhabitants of 
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the United States enjoy above the rest of the world ; the credit 
and the honor are due, in no inconsiderable measure, to the as- 
tonishing generosity and magnanimity of a woman. 

After Columbus had disclosed the project which his vast 
mind had conceived, every obstacle that ignorance, envy and 
knavery could suggest, was placed in the way of its execution. 
The senate of his native country, Genoa, to which he first ap- 
plied, unable to comprehend his scheme, rejected it as chimer- 
ical. The king of Portugal, to whom he next addressed himself, 
practised upon him the most shameful fraud. Henry VIL. king 
of England, to whose court he sent his brother in quest of pat- 
ronage, was rich and possessed talents ; but the sordid parsi- 
mony of his heart tied up his hands from any enterprizes, which 
would be attended with pecuniary expense. 

The court of Spain was his final resort. Habitual covetous- 
ness, a cold reserve, and an excessive jealousy of temper, mar- 
ked the character of Ferdinand the Spanish Monarch. His ears 
were always open to the base insinuations of the enemies of ©o- 
fumbus ; who after eight years fruitless attendance and solictta- 
tion at that court ; after suifering, during this long time, maai- 
fold disappointments and repulses, aggravated by the ridicule 


and scorn of their courtiers ; had determined, in the anguish of 


his heart, to withdraw himselr from the kingdom, as he head al- 
ready done from the court of Spain. ‘There was no prince— 
there was no MAN of sufficient substance, who appeared io be 
disposed to patronize that wonderful gemius. But there was a 
woman who bound up his broken heart, and afforded e:tec ual 
patronage to his mighty undertaking. 

Isabella, Ferdinand’s Queen, recalled Columbus to court. es- 
poused his cause at the risk of her own fortune, and even eaw- 
NED HER JEWELS to defray the expense of his hazardous voy- 
age. During the infernal intrigues and virulent measures of iis 
enemies, Isabella remained his constant friend ; nor was it tll 
after her death, that Columbus was completely overwhelmed by 
the malice of his foes.—In losing her, he lost his great and only 
earthly supporter. 

Wonderful woman ; the pride of thy sex and of human na- 
ture !—Sprigs of Cassia shall ever bloom on thy grave.—To thy 
memory shall be paid a never ending tribute of gratitude from 
the New World. 


Gotpsmitu, after describing the city of Lisbon as exceedingly filthy, re- 
lates the tollowing Anecdote :° 

A German was inyited by an English family here to take pot- 
iucK for dinner. He would eat no roast beef, no turkey, all 
dishes passed by him untouched. “I po wait, said he, ror pat 
EXCELLENT POTE Loock.” _A person is in great danger of meets 
ing with pot luck uf he walk in Lisbon at night. 
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( 57) 
COMMON FAME amuses people with what does net cou- 


cern them, and her reports are generally void of foundation 
she marries and buries a number, without even their permission 
or knowledge ; raises vast armies, and equips mighty flects, 
without even a single farthing of expense to the potentate for 
whose services they are intended ; fights bloody battles, and 
leaves thousands slain on the field, who are nevertheless in good 
health ; and lays in ashes provinces and cities that never exis- 
ted ; all these things, and many others of the like nature, she is 
doing continually. If you believe her, she wil persuade you 
that you are entirely ignorant of your own concerns ; aad your 
neighbors are by her made acquainted with many things you do 
net intend doing, which you yourself never had either intentior 
or power to accomplish.—This is Commen Kame. 


Sime. 

An itinerant preacher, descanting on the inefficacy of good 
works alone, illustrated his passage by observing, that good 
works without faith, was like rowing a boat with one oar—the 
boat would go round and round, but would never get one inch 
ahead. 





The following abstract is taken from the writings of the Rev J. Goldsmith, 
and may not be unacceptable to many of our Female readers, being illustra- 
tive of the sympathetic disposition so natural to the sex. 

‘In sketching the manners of Parisian society, we cannot o- 
mit that sex which enjoys the preponderating sway. It was the 
Parisian women, who, at the fatal epoch of the revolution, and 
in those days of horror, proved that sensibility has its heroism ; 
and that the affections of the heart can embrace the nerves with 
an energy that mocks the calculations of danger.—The Parisi- 
an women penetrated into the depths of dungeons, flew to the 
abodes of despair, and were the ministering angels that whis- 
pered hope and comfort to the prisoner. They have shown tha‘ 
they knew how to sympathise in the sorrows of others, and also 
how to suffer and die. The daughter or wife, led in the bloom 
of beauty to the scaffold, with her parent or husband, seemed to 
forget that she had the sacrifice of her life to make, and was on- 
ly occupied in sustaining his sinking spirit. It must be confes- 
sed, that the Parisian women, in those calamitous times, proved 
themselves to be endowed with energetic and feeling souls. The 
characteristic feature of their beauty is expression. Besides the 
ease of her manners, a French woman has commonly a look of 


cheerfulness and great vivacity She appears willing to be ac-: 


ge with you, and seems to expect that you should address 
er. 
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From the Religious Intelligencer. 


OOBituary. 
Mary W. Southgate. 


Feb. 28, 1445—Died at Portland, Mary W. Soutueate, aged 
20, the consort of Horatio Southgate, Esq. This Lady, the 4th 
daughter of Noah Webster, Esq. was born at New-Haven, Jan- 
nary T, 1799, where she passed the thirteen first years of her 
life. She was early instructed in the principles of our holy re 
hgion, and in such ortes hes of human knowledge, as are usu- 
ally taught to young ladies of respectable condition. Her tem- 
per was naturally mild, her imagination lively, and her disposi- 
tion kind and aitieciionate. These qualities were fostered by 
her education in a family, where the parents treated their child- 
ren as companions, and where the intercourse of kind offices is 
not interrupted by discord. In all pranmennres of life, she ex- 
hibited a charming cxample of filial love, respect, and obedi- 
ence ; the result no less of principle, than ‘of natural sweetness 
of temper. As a sister, she was equally distinguished by the 
warmth, and uaiformity of her affections: and asa friend, she 
wes frank, sincere and faithful in ber attachments. Her sensi- 
bility was extreme ; but in the adverse circumstances and ai- 
‘lictions of life, from which no mortal is exempt, and in which 
she was occasionally called to partake, she manifested uncom- 
mon patience and serenity ; rarely or never complaining, and 
showing marks of discontent. She was fond of reading, and 
tor a person of her years, her mind was highly cultivate: d. Du- 
ring the revival! afc ejon in Amherst, 1816, when she was 17 


ii 
vears of age, her mind re came religiously impressed ; and she 
manifested great anxiety respe cling her condition. Atter some 
weeks of sorrow and de pression, “it pleased God to reveal his 


1 


grace to her soul, and convert her mourning into joy. She 
found her Redeemer whom she had sought, embracing him with 
cordial delight, and entered into covenant with God, and with 
the Church in Amherst, under the pastoral care of the Rev. Dr. 
Parsons. During the iew years she was permitted to remain on 
corth, she adorned her projession, as a Christian, without losing 
her native cheerfulness, which re ndered her the delight of her 
family and friends. Jn ‘May, 1818, she was united to Mr. South- 
cate, in the most intimate of all earthly connections ; and left 
her father’s house, neverto return. Young and imexperienced, 
she ventured ito a situation, the most difficult and delicate, 
that of a mother-in-law, v vith a confidence that surprised her 
friends, whose apprehensions for her were all alive on this oc- 


cesion, Rut her good sense, discerpment, and kind dispositions, 











RT Pas a, SRNR 















7 
p 
t 
# 
: 
f 


. a 


“rx, 
at 


x Bi > 


o 


va whee 


( 39 ) 


aided by divine grace, enabled her to support her station with 
dignity, and to the entire satisfaction of her husband and ali the 
connexions. No woman could have been found, more happily 
formed to the dispositions and taste of her husband. Her inge- 
niousness, cheerfulness, and affection warmed his heart, and an- 
imated his spirits morning, noon and night. She possessed tlie 
unqualified love of his whole family. A few weeks experience 
in the cares and management of a family, made every thing fa- 
miliar and easy. With such perfect good will did she attend to 
every duty, that it would seem to her she had done nothing ; 
and yet so gréat was her fidelity, in every branch of domestic 
life, as to leave nothing undone. ‘ What I have lost,” says her 
husband in a letter to a friend, “ he only knows who gave her 
to me,—what I need to support me under such a bereavement, 
he who took her to himself, alone can bestow.” Mrs. S. before 
her anticipated confinement, generally enjoyed good health and 
spirits. She appeared to grow in grace in union with a pious 
husband, and anticipated a trying hour, with Christian fortitude, 
composure, and resignation. The third day after confinement 
she was seized with a fever, which for two weeks exhibited no 
very discouraging symptoms, and her friends were rejoicing 
that the mother and her infant daughter, might live to bless the 
family and connections. From that period the disease became 
alarming, and left little hope of life. When hope was nearly 
lost, her husband, with the consent of an attending physician, 
intimated to Mrs. S. their fears that her disease would terminate 
unfavorably. She received the intelligence without a sigh or a 
tear—calm and composed as before, she said, “the will of God 
be done.” She conversed on the concerns and interests of her 
husband and the family, and distinctly expressed her wishes re- 
specting both. She then requested her husband to read to her 
the 103d Psalm, which gave her new delight, and from first to 
last her mind remained unclouded, and undisturbed. Myr. 3. as- 
ked her, what of all things was most precious to her. She an- 
swered, “Jesus,” and continued, “If I should take account of all 
my mercies, they would sink me.” Atanother time being asked 
what was most on her mind, she replied, “O Christ. I seem to 
have but one wish, and that is to be with him.” On the Thurs- 
day morning before her death, she said, “I fear I feel disappoin- 
ted to awake in this world.” She requested her husband to read 
to her the hymn, “Jesus, lover of my soul,” which he did—and at 


_the close, she said, “that expresses exactly my feelings.” As 


one of her friends was conversing with her on the subject of 
her absent friends, she remarked, “If they have the same sup- 
port which I have, they will need nothing more.” On one occa- 
510n she requested Mr. 8. to pray ; when he and all the attend- 
ants kneeled around her bed ; then with her hand in his, they 
commended her to God, and asked for that grace which they 
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both so much needed—giving thanks to Gad for uniting them, 


and granting them so much happiness in the connexion—and 
mutually surrendering into his hands themselves and all they 
had, to be disposed of as his infinite wisdom and mercy should 
deem most for his own glory. From this they derived strength 
and comfort. On Friday morning she again called for the hymn 
“Jesus, lover of my soul.” Through the week, she appeared to 
be wholly abstracted from the world, intimating that ner physi- 
cians could be of no use to her, and evidently wished not to have 
her mind disturbed by their questions. In one instance she de- 
sired Mr, 8. not to speak to her at that time, for she was think- 
ing of Christ. 

On Saturday morning she called for Dr. Watts’s hymns, and 
whispered, “Descend from Heaven, immortal dove.” The whole 
hymn was then read to her, which seemed to give her new ani- 
wation. On another occasion, when the first-mentioned hymn 


was read, she repeated the two lines, 


“Other refuge have I none, 
“Lo I helpless hang on thee,”’— 


with an emphasis and feeling which showed that her whole heart 


was in the subject. When Mr. 8. was obliged to dismiss the 
ast ray of hope that her life would be spared, the conflict was 
too severe for him; and Mrs. 5. perceived his agitation, he was 
obliged to leave the room. In his absence, she called for a hymn 
book, and on his return, his sister handed him the book, witb 


the leaf turned down atthe 150th. 


“Rlest be the tie that binds 
“Qur hearts in Christian love.” 


On the morning of the Sabbath, the day on which ehe died, 
while the physician was examining her pulse, she said to him, 
“How long, Doctor *? He answered, “I fear you will not con- 
tinue long.” She replied, “Don’t fear.” 

For the last three or four days, she spoke only in whispers.-— 
On Sabbath morning, she was heard several times uttering the 
words, Come, Lord Jesus. A little before 3 o’clock, P. M. on 
that day, Mr. S. was called out of the room for a moment ; but 
on re-entering the chamber he found her eyes were fixed in 


death. She remained in this state an hour—and twice the con- 


vulsions of dissolving nature shook her whole frame. While alk 
were expecting to hear the last breath expire, she distinctly pro- 
nounced the name of the physician who stood in her view, and 
was probably the first person whe met her eye on her revival. 
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Mr. S. was for a moment doubtful whether she had revived, 
or whether thisewas not the effect of a wandering mind; but 
soon her eye-lids were in motion, and her eyes began to move 
round upon those who stood by her ; they fixed on a Christian 
brother, and in an instant a smile lighted upon her whole coun- 
tenance. She turned her head in search of her husband, who 
was at her head, but not directly in her view. Perceiving this, 
he raised himself towards her, and received the smile of an an- 
gel face, which no pen can describe, and no length of time can 
efface. He had strength and courage enough to speak to her, 
and said, “Mary, are yo: happy?” She whispered, “Happy, 
happy ? O yes.” Is Christ with you? “Christ ? Christ 7’ She 
repeated with a smile. With the same sweet and placid smile 
she looked on every individual in the room, triends, attendants, 
and domestics, who advanced towards her to witness this won- 
derous scene ; and in fifteen minutes from the first revival, she 
feil asleep in. Jesus without a struggle or a groan. Language 
would fail to describe this scene—there was a beaming glory in 
and around her eyes, which her face never expressed, even in 
the bloom of health. It seemed as if her soul drank at the foun- 
tain of bliss, in that dark hour ; and when she awoke, the joy 
sparkled in her eye, and suffused her whole countenance. ~ And 
may we not suppose, that she enjoyed the presence of the Savi- 
our, in whose love her whole soul was absorbed ; and that she 
experienced divine support to an extent of which we can have 
no conception ? What but a Saviour’s love could enkindle ani- 
mation in the languid eye, and light up a smile in the pallid 
countenance of death ? 

A spectator of this scene, unconnected with the faiaily, ob- 
served that he had seen many good people die, but he had ne- 
ver before seen any thing hkethat. I now believe, said he, that 

“Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are.” 


The scene had a transforming influence on the hearts of all 
who were preseni. The chamber of death seemed like a holy 
place. It seemed as if the dear saint was permitted to stop at 
the portals of Heaven, to cheer her weeping friends with one 
kindly smile ; to give brighter evidence of the reality of her faith 
and of the efficacy of her religion 

And while her friends lament the loss of such a woman, they 
cannot but extol the riches of that grace which spread light o- 
ver the dark valley, and cheered and animated her seul on its 
passage to the pearly gates of Heaven. 





A Crown. 
_A French officer, who was a prisoner upon his parole at Rea- 
ding, met with a bible. He read it, and was so struck with its 
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contents, that he Was conv inced of the folly of sceptical princi- 
ples, and of the truth of christianity, and resolved to become a 
protestant. When his gay associates rallied him for taking so 
serious a turn, he said in his vindication, “I have done no more 
than my old school-fellow Bernadotte, who is become a Luthe- 
ran.” —“Tes, but he became so,” said his associates, “to obtain 
a crown.” “My motive,” said the Christian officer, “is the 
same ; we only differ as to place. The object of Ber nadoite is 
~ obtain a crown in Sweden—mine is to obtain a crown in 
eaven 





‘The eternal progression of Heavenly Happiness. 


Doctor Dwight closes his sermon on the happiness of Heaven, with the fol- 
lowing apt and beautiful comparison : 


“ To the = of man, the sun appears a pure light—a mass of 
ur mingled glory. Were we to ascend with a continual flight 
towards th:s luminary, and could we, like the eagle, gaze direct- 
ly on its lustre, we should in our progress behold its greatness 
continually to enlarge, and its splendour become every moment 
more intense. As we rose through the Heavens we should see a 
little orb changing gradually into a great world, and as we ad- 
vanced nearer and nearer, should behold it expanding every 
way, until all that was before us became an universe of exces- 
sive and immeasurable glory. Thus the Heavenly inhabitant 
will, at the commencement of his happy existence, see the di- 
vine system filled with magnificence and splendour, and array- 
ed in glory and beauty ; and as he advances onward through 
the successive periods of duration, will behold all things more 
and more luminous, transporting and sunlike, forever.” 


SYRACUSE. 


Of the four cities that composed the Ancient Syracuse, there’ 
remains only Ortigia, by much the smallest, situated in the is- 
land of that name. [t is about two miles round, and suppo- 
sed to contain about 14,000 inhabitants. The ruins of the oth- 
er three, Tycha, Acradina, and Neopoli, are computed at 22 
miles in circumference, but almost the whole of this space is 
now converted into rich vineyards, orchards and cornfields.~ 
The walls of these are indeed every where built with broken 
marbles full of engravings and inscri, tions; but most of them. 
defaced and spoiled. The principal remains of antiquity, are a 
theatre and amphi-theatre ; many sepulchres, the Latomie, the 
Catacombs and the famous Ear of Dionysius, which it was im- 
possible to destroy. The Latomie now makes a noble subter- 
raneous garden and is indeed one of the most beautiful, roman- 
tic spots I ever beheid. Siost of it is abcut one hundred feet bee 
low the level of the earth, and of an incredible extent. The 
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whole is hewn out of a rock as hard as marble, composed of « 
concretion of shells, gravel and other bodies. The bottom of 
this immense quarry from whence probably the greatest part of 
Syracuse was built, is now covered with an exceedingly rich 
soil ; and as no wind, from any point of the compass, can touch 
it, it is filled with a great variety of the finest shrubs and fruit 
tre es, which bear with vast luxuriance, and are never blasted.— 
The oranges, citrons, burgamots, pomegranates, figs, &c. are all 
of a remarkable size and fine quality. Some of these trees, but 
more particularly the olives, grow out of the hard rock, where 
there is no visible soil, and exhibit a very uncommon and plea- 
sing appearance. 

There is a variety of wild and romantic scenes in this curious 
garden, in the midst of which we were surprised by the appear- 
ance of a figure under one of the caverns, that added greatly to 
the dignity and solemnity of the place—it was that of an aged 
man, with a long flowing white beard that reached down to his 
middle. His old wrinkled face and scanty grey locks pronoun- 
ced him a member of some former age as well as of this. His 
hands, which were struck by the palsy, held a sort of pigrim- 
staff, and about his neck there was a string of large beads, with 
a crucifix hanging tothe end. Had it not he en for these mark 
of his latter existence, I don’t kiow but I should have asked 
him, whether in his youth he had not been acquainted with 
Theocritus and Archimedes, and if he did not remember the 
reign of Dionysius the tyrant. But he saved us the trouble, by 
telling us that he was the hermit of the place, and belonged to 
a convent of Capuchins, on the rock above, that he had now bid 
adieu to the upper world and was determined to spend the rest 
of his life in this solitude in prayer for the wretched mortals 
that inhabit it. 
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=C7 In the last number «an omission inadvertently occurred 
in the “issay,” signed J. H. which, in the fifth line after the 
words ‘with the exclusion of these fe w gifts,’ ought to have read 
‘he who wants that exalted refinement of the faculties of the hu- 


man mind, Education,’ &c. 


*,*In the present number, the selected articles having occu- 
pied more room than we were aware of, some original commu- 
nications, which came to hand late, have been omitted, but 
shall hereafter be attended to. 
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Subscribers who have not regularly received their num- 
bers of the Visiter, will please to give us information, and the 
humbers missing will be torw arded ; those who hold subscrip- 
tion papers, and have neglected to send us a list of the names 
of subscribers, will confer a favor by forwarding the same as 


soon as practicable.—Future subscribers can be furnished with 
the first numbers. 





If we should fail in pleasing in our first attempts at a publica- 
tion of the nature of the present, we hope from experience to 
improv e, and that as we progress, a more lib eral support in both 
matter and subscribers will be obtained ; to those few who have 
endeavored to supply us with communications, we feel indebted; 
but are well aware that our present attempts would fall much 
short of standing the test of critical ex amination sthough,at the same 
time,rely on the goodness of those to whom the work is vo yom 
for tat forbearance so much needed. When we perceive a desir 
in our correspondents, to endeavor by their industry and ies 
researches, to furnish us with matter, we feel desirous of atford- 
ing encouragement to an ambition so laudable, consequently 
may at tunes be induced to publish communications, which may 
not altogether mect the app obation of some of our more learned 
subscribers ; but to them the same channel for exercising their 
literary talents is epen, and useful productions would be thank- 
fully received. 
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[FOR THE VISITER.] 
To July. 

Welcome, July, thou month so fine, 
Pleasure and profit both combine, 

Thy happy days to grace ; 
Where’er we turn the wand’ring eye, 
To heaven or earth, we there desery 

The smiles of nature’s face. 
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Behold ! how plenty strews the plain, 

With waving crops of golden grain, 
Rais’d from our fruitful soil ; 

Now jolly youths the sheaves prepare, 

Whilst some rejoicing, homeward bear 
The wages of their toil. 


At morn, the ruddy sun doth rise, 

Nor stops until the eastern skies 
Reflect his evening ray ; 

The swain then to his cottage goes, 

Where he forgets, in sweet repose, 
The labors of the day. 


The husbandmen now look around,— 

Their fields are clear’d—their barns abound—< 
Their grateful hearts rejoice ; 

Man’s now supplied with promis’d lood, 

And to the source of every good, 
He lifts his thanktul voice. 





[FOR THE VISITER. ] 


A PASTORAL, 





On the Death of an amiable young Lady. 


Scene— Barks of the Susquehanna, 


Albert & Cyril. 
(CONCLUDED FROM PAGE 32.) 


ALBERT. 


Ah ! is she dead—the lovely Arabell~ 

The boast of western swains ?>—~Now I can tell 
Why the rose ceas’d to bloom, and why the Thrush 
Would no more sing ; and why the hawthorn bush 
Refused its fragrant odours to the gale, 

Which swept along and seem’d her death to wail. 
Ai, ! is she dead the lovely Arabell? 

Why tne rose ceas’d to bloom I now can tell. 


CYRIL. 


Oh ! she was young and lovely as the dawn, 
Not all the flow’rs that grace th’ enamell’d lawn, 





co 



































( 46) 


Breath’d half such fragrance as her balmy breath, 
Ere it was stopp’d by the dread hand of death ! 


ALBERT. 


Her eyes were like the stars that shine so bright, 
And oft they added lustre to the night ; 

E’en like fair Venus, when at eve she throws 
Her beams of silver forth i in radiant rows, 

So Arabell, with love-inspiring look, 

Smil’d on each swain, till death relentless took 
Her heav’nly spirit from its lovely frame, 

And in her eyes quench’d the celestial flame. 


CYRIL, 


Oft by yon stream that silent rolls along, 

At evening still, I ve listen’d to her song ; 

That heavenly song !—how soft, how sweet its notes * 
Methinks e’en now along the breeze it floats, 

So soft : the melody that strikes my ear! 

Ah, no ! it is yon mumw’ring brook I hear : 

No more with rapture shall my soul be fir’d, 

Or by that voice with heavenly thoughts inspir’d ;—~ ; 
That voice is hush’d—fair Arabella dead— ; 
And ’neath the earth resis her once-lovely head ! 





ALBERT 


Oh ! come, then, let us to her grave ‘repair, 

And veui our grief and melancholy there ; 

There let us strew around it fragr ant flow’ rs, 

Aud o’er her tomb weave garlands and fair bow? rs, 
For, of all the flow’rs on Susquehanna’s side, 

Fair Arabella was the boast and pride— 


But ab ! that flow’r, it wither’d, droop’d and died. ‘ 


CY REL. 


Well spoke, dear Albert, tet us thither haste, 

And, where her heav’nly spirit hovers, taste é 
The “ bliss of grief and pleasure of despair, 9 

F or we can find that bliss and pleasure there. 


Now to the tomb of this once lovely flow’r, 
Blasted by death in an untime ly hour, 
The youths both hied, and with fer garlands crown’d 
The consecrated stone, and strew’d around, 
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In rich profusion, flowers of various hue ; 
Then, singing o’er her grave a requium soft, withdrew. 
RURALIA, 








From the Literary & Musical Magazine. 


Wife, Children, Friends and Home. 
By H. C. Lewis. 
How dear to my heart is the thought of my home, 
Where a wish never enters unbidden to roam ; 


My children around, and my wife sitting by, 
With a smile of content, and delight in her eye. 








My cares her fond looks of affection beguile, 
And each offering of love is return’d by a smile ; 
While the dear little infants unite in employ, 

| To serve us with love, and caress us with joy. 








©! not for the world would I part with my lot, 
Nor change for a palace my dear little cot; 

*Tis the seat of content, tho’ so humble and poor, 
Then why should a mortal so happy wish more ? 


i My friend he is welcome to share in my bliss, 

_ Tho’ poor, we have hearts to take pleasure in this, 
For what is the world, wheresoever we roam, 
Without a fond wife, children, friends, and a home. 


Anticipation. 
The short-hv’d comforts nature gives, 
Seems made but to deceive us ; 
For, though they yield a transient joy, 
We’re wretched when they leave us. 


Thus swiftly joy and woe succeed, 

' With true and certain measure ; 

What gives us sorrow when ’tis past, 
In prospect is our pleasure. 


The present scarce a thought employs, 
Or with one good supplies us— 

Tis perfect happiness we seek, 
This always she denies us. 


With her we never are content ; 
But future pleasure viewing, 
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And though ’tis nothing when possess’d, 
*Tis something when pursuing. 


The future ev’ry wish employs, 
Keeps hope in constant action, 
Of this deprived we soon should be 

Unhappy to distraction. 


We think the future stor’d with bliss, 
And all that can delight us, 

And view her stand with open arms 
To welcome and invite us. 


In her we trust, on her we live, 
Nor let the present bless us ; 
But when the future does arrive, 
Twill equally distress us. 
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